The Cost of Jaywalking 


Author: stateomaine 
Bands: Guns N Roses 
Characters: Axl Rose, Slash 


Relationships: M/A 


Rating: Non-adult 


Genre: [Gen] 


Updated: Sun Jan 22 2012 06:24:51 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


The Cost of Jaywalking 


Author's Notes: 

This is inspired by a story in Slash\'s book where he got moved to the LA county jail for three days because 
of a jaywalking charge, and Axl eventually bailed him out. D\‘aww. | had very vague plans when | started writing 
this and it turned out to be a pretty wacky adventure, | hope you like it! It\'s slashy if you squint -- | mean, | 
write everything under the pretense that Axl wuvs Slash, but it shines through more strongly in some stories 
than others. Annnnd, | don\'t know anything about Danny except that he\'s Slash\'s junkie friend, so sorry if | 
missed something important in my portrayal of him. This is the longest and most plot-driven fic I\'ve ever 
written, so any feedback would be great. Did | write our boys believably? And are the situations believable? 
I\ve never used heroin or been a male prostitute so if you think | could have rendered these scenes 


differently, let me know. 


"Mother fucker" Axl slammed the receiver violently against the table before returning it to his ear. "What's he 
being held for?" 


Pause. 


"Well why the fuck not?" 

Danny watched the display dazedly, his eyelids drooping. Axl's back was to him, but he could see his shoulders 
tense as the conversation continued, his fingers white from gripping the phone. Another pause, and Axl's tone 
softened from one of rage to resignation. 


"How much?" 


As the voice on the other end of the line responded, Axl wheeled around slowly and stared at Danny, venom in 


his eyes. 


"Okay." Axl hung up the receiver and within seconds had crossed the room, closing the distance between them 


so he was nose to nose with Danny. 


"They moved him to county, you fuck!" he screamed, grabbing the collar of Danny's shirt and throwing him 
against the wall, 


"Huh?" 

Axl's fists clenched and he bit his bottom lip, seemingly too consumed with rage to speak right away. He took a 
deep breath and lowered his head before looking up again to meet Danny's eyes, his voice low with barely 
controlled anger. 

"You said he didn't have anything on him," Axl snarled. 

"He didn't!" Danny said earnestly. "It was just me. Possession of paraphernalia” 

"Then why the fuck," Axl asked, his voice rising, "are you here talking to me, and he's locked up in fucking 
county?" The last words were screamed, and Danny found himself raising his hands up in an act of surrender 
as Axl moved towards him threateningly. 

"The fuck should | know?" 

Axl looked at him searchingly, suspicious. 


"Honestly Axl, I'm not lying to you. | have no idea" 


This seemed to mollify Axl, because he took a step back and his shoulders slumped, suddenly docile and 
defeated. 


"How much is bail?" Danny asked. Axl paused before answering, muttering the sum in an undertone. 


Danny whistled. "Fuck," he said softly. "Slash is going to be in jail for a long time, huh?" 


It was evidently the wrong thing to say, because a second later Axl had hurled an empty beer bottle into the 
wall, where it shattered just above Danny's head, 


"THIS IS YOUR FUCKING FAULT!" he screamed. "YOU'LL GET US THAT MONEY!" 
Danny couldn't help but laugh, bitterly, as he ducked to avoid the falling glass and edged towards the door. 


"| don't have any money," he said coldly, turning the knob and looking back at Axl. "You fucking psycho. You're 
on your own with this. It's not my fault" 


Another beer bottle broke against the wall. 
"He's your fucking friend too!" 


| don't know what to tell you." He was halfway out the door now and caved to temptation, smiling darkly as he 
threw a final barb. "If you want him back so badly, why don't you try selling that pretty little ass of yours 


for some cash? Should get at least five bucks." 


He slammed the door behind him. The last thing Danny heard as he sprinted from the apartment was a third 
beer bottle shattering against the door and Axl's enraged screams: "YOU GODDAMN JUNKIE! YOU FUCKING 
FAGGOT" 
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Axl was alone now, consumed with a mixture of seething rage and frenzied desperation. /ts all Danny's fault 
This he was sure of, because Danny was a useless junkie who had done nothing but drag Slash down, but at 
the same time a second voice - one of reason? of fear? - answered back, "Who cares?" When he shut his 
eyes all he could see was Slash locked up in county, and the image made him want to puke. He'd been in jail 
before -- a lot, actually, back in Indiana - and the memories still gave him goosebumps. Had Slash? He didn't 
think so. No, he didn't like to think about it much at all - Slash, who had been wearing nail polish and maybe 


those earrings and god knows what else. Axl shuddered. 


He glanced around the room pointlessly, already knowing there was nothing inside it worth selling: empty beer 
cans, cigarette butts, a broken TV. They had no furniture unless you counted the two beds, and they had 


found those. It was all worthless. 


He crossed the room and kicked open the door to the bedroom that Steven and Izzy shared. It was his last 
hope. The floor was strewn with junk and he frantically rifled through it, turning out the pockets of leather 
pants and crawling under the bed. He felt his heartbeat quicken as he extracted a plain metal tin - was there 
dope in here? - but his spirits sank as he opened it and found it empty, save for a joint smoked almost down 
to the roach. He tossed it aside and threw the tin across the room, storming to the half-opened door where 
Steven had appeared. 


"Hi Axl," he said, surprised. "What are you do-" 


"Are you good for fucking anything?!" Axl yelled, shoving him aside and stomping down the hallway to his own 


room. 


He wouldn't tell them what happened - he couldn't. Steven was fucking retarded and would be more useless to 
him than Danny. Duff at least had the attention span to comprehend the problem, but it would just worry him 
and he couldn't do shit to help - he'd probably suggest a bake sale fundraiser for Slash's bail or something 
equally fucking stupid. And Izzy.. Axl's stomach turned when he thought about confiding in Izzy. Just the day 
before, he'd broken down and asked the guitarist if he'd seen Slash - casual as can be, struggling not to betray 


his concern: "It's been three days, man. | haven't seen him anywhere." 


Izzy had arched an eyebrow and smirked. "Don't worry about Slash," he said, dark amusement creeping into his 
steady voice. "He's probably curled up in a gutter somewhere, safe and sound." And then that look - he had 
given Axl a look so knowing, so pitying, and Axl felt a jolt of shock and fear in his gut. He knows something, he 
thought instinctively, before reminding himself that there was nothing to know. He wasn't worried, he was 
annoyed, because Slash was the lead guitarist in his fucking band and he couldn't have him wandering off for 
three day romps. He couldn't have him festering in the county jail, alone, with a bunch of fucked up sickos 
doing God knows what... 


Stop, Axl told himself, pacing back and forth across the carpet, surveying the room. It was almost empty - 
just the bed and Slash's guitar, propped up delicately in its stand by the wall. Axl stopped and ran his fingers 
down the wood of the neck, then along the strings. It was a nice guitar, and surely worth good money.. But no, 
he couldn't do it, even as it tempted him. To Slash, guitars were sacred - the one price that Axl knew he 
would not pay. Such an act would constitute the ultimate betrayal; it would be like blasphemy, like prostitution.. 


Prostitution.. At once, Danny's final words rebounded in Axl's mind: "F you want him back so badly, why don't 
you try selling that pretty little ass of yours for some cash?" Axl swallowed, feeling repulsed by the prospect, 
but at the same time he could think of no viable alternative... 


He clenched and unclenched his fists, shutting his eyes and letting out a deep sigh of resignation. 
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He wasn't really going to do anything. Axl had decided this almost immediately after he set out towards La 
Jolla and Melrose, heart hammering in his chest as he trod nervously through the LA night. Periodically his 
hand would dip into his jacket pocket to touch the handle of his knife, just to reassure himself that it was still 
there. No, he wouldn't do anything. He would get in the car, go to the hotel, give his "client" a real scare, and 
split with the money. He just prayed that there would be enough. 


It was imperative that he stayed in control, so as he walked he planned out what he would say when the car 


pulled up: "I'll let you do anything you want except fuck me, and l'm not cheap." That way he could weed out 


whoever didn't have any money - and he wouldn't have to go with a sicko who fantasized about ramming him 


up the ass. He wasn't going to do anything, but he didn't even want some pervert thinking about that. 


He didn't have a watch, but from the activity in the street he gauged that it was late - at least one or two in 
the morning. When he reached the intersection he saw a few hustlers working the avenue, but it was mostly 


deserted. 


It was a warm night but Axl shivered, crossing his arms tight across his chest as he tried to suppress his 
growing disgust. It was all fucked up - he hated Danny for getting Slash arrested, he hated Izzy for knowing 
things when there was nothing to know, he hated himself for caring, when the others could shrug and assume 
that Slash had just wandered off.. And he hated Slash - who was a fucked up junkie, who would consider the 
sale of his guitar unforgivable treachery and had driven Axl here. He felt himself aflame with emotion - 


unplaced jealousy, a strange, vague longing - when suddenly a car pulled up, jolting him from his thoughts. 
"Get inside," a harsh voice demanded. 
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"Get in" 

Seized with a peculiar wildness, unthinking, he complied. His speech lay forgotten in the recesses of his mind. 
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They drove in silence for a time, swerving down alleyways and side streets until Axl no longer had any idea 
where they were. After about half an hour, the man pulled into an empty lane and parked. 


"Out of the car, pretty.” 


Axl hesitated, his recklessness ebbing away and being replaced by fear. Where were they? He had expected a 


cheap motel, not an abandoned street: 

"Uh," he stalled. "We still havent talked about prices.. Or what | do." 

"Oh, don't worry about that," said the man, a malicious gleam in his eyes. "I know what you do. 

Before Axl could reply, the man pulled a shotgun from the pocket of his coat 

Wordlessly, Axl opened the car door and stood up, feeling a little like he was marching in his own funeral 
procession A small part of him wanted to break down and cry, to plead for mercy, to beg to go home - but 


Axl was a fighter, and he'd been in trouble before. Never quite like this, but he'd been in plenty of binds and 
he'd always come out on top. He thought of the knife in his pocket and felt a flicker of hope, even as his mind 


jumped from one horrific outcome to the next. So this is how it ends, he thought caustically. Shot in the head 
while getting fucked in the ass by a pervert in some alleyway. Fuck you, Slash Im selling your guitar next time. 


The man emerged from the car seconds later, leaving the coat behind but keeping the gun. Although the 
street was dark, he had left the key in the ignition so the headlights illuminated the alleyway. 


"Up against the wall," he instructed sharply. Axl obeyed, backing into it. 


The man paused for a moment, stroking his gun and smiling softly as he took in the scene: the young hustler, 
vulnerable and wide-eyed with fear. "Take off your pants," he said. Once again Axl complied without question, 
kicking off his cowboy boots and squirming out of his jeans. 


Excellent," the man murmured, slowly approaching Axl. "Turn around," he added. 


Axl turned, but his head remained craned over his shoulder, watching the man. He was now close enough that 
Axl could almost feel an oppressive heat radiating from his body, and he extended a thick finger to stroke Axl's 
cheek. 


"Actually," he said, his voice soft and contemplative, "I changed my mind. Turn back around" He paused, smiling 


forebodingly. "| want to look at your pretty face when | fuck you." 


Axl obeyed, and almost immediately the man seized him and pulled him into a rough kiss. This is if, Axl thought, 
cringing inwardly at the weight of the gun against his back. This is my chance. As discreetly as possible, he 
extracted the knife from the pocket of his leather jacket and in one swift motion plunged it into the man's 


neck. 


He didn't stop to look at what he had done, didn't listen to the man's strangled cry. The only sensory 
information he could take in was the sound of the gun clattering to the ground, the brief lapse of pressure 
from grasping hands, and it was enough. He made a beeline for the lighted car, slammed the door, and drove 


off into the night without looking back. 


It wasn't until he reached the main road that he realized how hard his heart was hammering, or how tired he 
was. His relief at being alive and relatively unscathed was momentarily eclipsing his shame at how horrifically 
his plan had failed. Later, he knew, he would hate himself again, but for now everything was glorious. It took 


him the better part of an hour to find the apartment, but he didn't mind, guided along the roads by the pink 
and gold rays of dawn 


Axl parked outside, hesitating for a moment to tie the man's jacket around his waist for the sake of modesty 
- after all, he had left his jeans behind, and he didn't feel particularly compelled to flash anyone at the time 
being. As he stepped from the car he felt the weight of something falling from the pocket. 


It was a wallet, stuffed thick with bills. Beaming triumphantly, he picked it up. 
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Finding the money reenergized Axl, and although a moment previously he had been thinking only of going to bed, 
now he sprinted into the apartment just long enough to procure a new pair of pants before speeding off in the 
car. 

Getting rid of it was his first order of business, since he had no idea what he had done to its owner and did 
not particularly enjoy the prospect of finding out. It was early enough that the city was still sleeping and he did 
not encounter much traffic on his journey, eventually settling on a spot near the LA. River to abandon the car. 
His second order of business - finding Danny - was considerably more complicated, especially considering his 
long trek back downtown, but the money in his pocket made the weight of each tired step less of a burden 
When he finally tracked down Danny - asleep under a bridge - it was nearly noon, but his exhaustion had worn 
off and been replaced by a sort of frenzied mania 

"Wake up, asshole!" he yelled, shaking Danny's shoulder. 

"The fuck’... Axl?" 

"| need to borrow your car." 


"What?" Danny sat up, rubbing his head. "Why?" 


"| got the bail money, man," Axl said excitedly, pulling the wad of cash from his jeans pocket. "I'm gonna go pick 
up Slash!" 


"Oh." Danny slumped back onto the bench. "No way are you borrowing my car." 


Axl felt anger rising inside of him. Didn't Danny know what he'd been through?! Well, no, he didn’t. He'd been 
asleep under a bridge the whole time. Still.. the fucker! 


"Why the fuck not?!" Axl demanded 

"Nothing personal, Axe, | just don't let anyone borrow my car: 
"Well then what the hell am | supposed to do?" 

Danny sat up again and looked at Axl wearily. 

"Look," he said. "Give me the money and Ill go get Slash, okay?" 


Axl glowered at him, instantly distrustful. "The fuck you will," he muttered. "If | give you this money you'll 
spend it on dope like the useless junkie piece of shit that you are." 


"No, seriously, Axl," Danny insisted. "I will." 


Axl looked from Danny to the wad of money and back again, then - against his better judgment - consented, 
handing it over. Danny examined the cash, looking impressed. 


"How'd you even get all this?" he asked 

"What's it to you, fuckhead? | found it" 

"Okay, okay" Danny shoved the wad into his pocket and rose from the bench 

"| swear to God, Danny," Axl said threateningly. “If you fuck this up--" Here he paused to yawn, "I'l fucking 


kill you." 


Axl wandered back to the apartment almost in a daze, but when he finally lay down in bed he couldn't sleep. 
Frantic worries plagued him - what if Danny didn't really do what he promised? - and it took some time before 
they transformed into agitated dreams. When he finally woke, stirred into consciousness by the sound of the 
door creaking open, it was night again. 

Slash crossed the room soundlessly, as if in a trance, pushing down the sheets and climbing into bed beside Axl. 
Axl felt as if a weight had been lifted from his heart, and although his joy embarrassed him, he couldn't stop 
himself from smiling. 

"You're back," he said. 

"Oh," said Slash blankly. "Yeah." 

He rolled onto his back and stared at the ceiling. 

"What were they holding you for? | couldn't get them to tell me." 

"Uh, jaywalking.” 

"Jaywalking?" Axl laughed, wriggling closer to Slash. "Are you making this shit up?" 

No response. Axl propped himself up on an elbow, studying Slash's expressionless face; his lips were half parted 
and his eyes dazed. Very suddenly he felt his happiness eclipsed as the worst occurred to him, and without 
thinking he reached up and cupped the side of Slash's face. The skin beneath his fingers was warm, almost 


glowing with heat. 


"Are you okay?" he whispered. 


"Mm. Yeah." 


"Are you.." Here he hesitated. Initially he had intended to say, "Are you sure?" but before he could he was 
struck with a troubling realization and finished the question differently: "Are you high?" 


No response. That fucker After all of Axl's trouble, Slash had gone and shot up before he could even give a 
proper thank you. By all accounts he should have been enraged, but - perhaps from exhaustion, perhaps from 
something else entirely - he could not muster the strength. And although it made his insides squirm, he could 
not bring himself to break contact with Slash, trailing his fingers along his cheek and into his hair. 


"| was really fucking worried," he confessed - more to himself than anyone else, since Slash was not paying 
attention. Swallowing, he felt the weight return to his chest, heavier now than before but decidedly different. 
He thought of Izzy, and it occurred to him that maybe there was something to know after all. No, he 
protested inwardly - but his objection was feeble and left him torn between two options. Part of him wanted 
to hit Slash, and the other part wanted to curl up in the guitarist's indifferent arms and go to sleep forever. 


Resting his head against Slash's chest, he shut his eyes tight and bade his thoughts to depart. Beyond anything 


right now, he just wanted a moment of peace. 


